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was going to die. Joe bought half a dozen calendars
and sent a sheet to everyone of Frank's friends, asking
that they write a note, a poem, or music, and, if they
were artists, make a sketch. These he collected, had
beautifully bound and put in the stateroom of the
steamer so that "every day when Prank wakes up, he
will receive a good morning from a friend." There is
something very fine about a man who thinks that way.

The Players sets aside one day a year for the ladies
on Shakespeare's birthday, when the feminine friends
of the members are allowed to invade the house between
the hours of two and six in the afternoon. Here the
stage-struck young girl may come in hopes of meeting
her favorite matinee hero, but I am afraid she is often
disappointed, as the young actor is generally timid and
stays away that day. It is left to the older gallants to
offer a substitute and, if it did not seem like boasting of
my own generation, I should say that a John Drew, a
Francis Wilson, or that dean of the American stage, an
F. P. Mackay is still just as capable of holding his own
with the modern flapper as he ever was. Every
American or visiting actress of importance has been
entertained at these receptions, while special days have
been given, on rare occasions, to a few. There was one
for Clara Louise Kellogg, one for Mrs. Forbes-Robert-
son, and one for the divine Sarah.

Sarah is easily the one person alive to-day who
knows how to give a personal thrill to everyone with
whom she comes into contact. I remember seeing her
a year or two ago, driving in New York in an open
carriage. I did not recognize her at first, but some
subtle influence compelled me to raise my hat and bow War/' many             I
